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Winstanley chose him men and gear;
He said, cMy time I waste/
For the seas ran seething up the shore,
And the \\Tack drave on in haste.
Then he and the sea began their strife,            85
And worked with power and might:
Whatever the man reared up by day
The sea broke down by night.
In fine weather and foul weather
The rock his arts did flout,                               90
Through the long days and the short days,
Till all that year ran out.
Now March was gone, came April in,
And a sea-fog settled down,
And forth sailed he on a glassy sea,                    95
He sail'd from Plymouth town.
A Scottish schooner made the port,
The thirteenth day at e'en:
"As I am a man,5 the captain cried,
4 A strange sight I have seen:                          100
'And a strange sound heard, my masters all,
At sea in the fog and the rain,
Like shipwrights3 hammers tapping low,
Then loud, then low again.
*And a stately house one instant showed,         105
Through a rift, on the vessel's lee:
What manner of creatures may be those
That build upon the sea?9
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